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DEDICATION 


This issue is dedicated to the memory of our dearest friend, 
writer, and fellow poet, Late Philip G. Bell. Always in our 
midst through his poems, writings, and thoughts. 
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Amitabh Mitra 



Title of the Cover Pic: Remembering Transkei 
Medium: Acrylic on canvas. 5 ft x 5 ft 

Amitabh Mitra is a Poet/Artist and a Medical doctor 
based in East London, South Africa. He heads the 
Department of Emergency Medicine and Thutuzela 
Gender Violence Assistance Centre at Cecilia Makiwane 
Hospital, Mdantsane. A veteran of African conflicts in 
Niger, Eastern Congo and Zimbabwe, Amitabh has been 
widely published, his edited anthology on South African 
Migrant Poetry is recommended in curriculum for 
masters degree students in South African universities. 
Highly decorated by Department of Art and Culture in 
Eastern Cape, his work has a special mention in the book 
Mdantsane Jazz tracing the history of the black township 
of Mdantsane, published by the European Union. 
Amitabh belongs to Gwalior, India where the popular 
news daily Dainik Bhaskar has declared him as the City 
Hero, considering his work of poetry and art on Gwalior, 
India 

His latest book, Stranger than a Sun, a 
semiautobiographical collection of prose poems and 
drawings is based on his work in Northeastern conflicts 
in India. 



Long listed for Padmashri by Government of India, 2015. 


http://www.poetsprintery.co.za/ 

http://www.amitabhmitra.com/ 

http://amitabhmitra.blogspot.in/ 

http://s232.photobucket.com/user/amitabhmitra/librar 
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ABOUT GLOMAG 


GloMag is the coming together of poets in their diverse 
manifestations, thoughts, and expressions - and the visual 
interpretation of these. Sometimes the original thought of 
the poet gets completely lost in the interpretations. Visual 
aids help us to decipher the poet's intentions, and at the 
same time, enhance the reading experience. Perhaps you are 
sitting in solitude beneath a bough, besides a lake, and you 
turn the pages. The thoughts capture you, time stands still, 
and you become engrossed, oblivious to anything but these 
beautiful verses, expressions, and pictures. Your soul dances 
in ecstasy, participates in a cosmic experience, it sways and 
chants. Somewhere someone is telling you about duality, 
someone tells you about a forlorn house without music, 
someone shows you how to love, and someone raises 
questions about existence itself. 

And when you come to, the world is still there, the lake is still 
there, the birds are chirping, shadows have lengthened. 
Nothing feels the same! You are not the same! You get up 
reluctantly. It's time to go home. 

Glory Sasikala 


The copyrights of the works in this book vests with the 
individual authors. Prior written permission is required to 
reproduce any part of the magazine. 


© All rights reserved. 2015 

BACKGROUND MUSIC: "Never Say Goodbye" by Naveen 
Kumar (Album: Cafe Fluid) 

http://mp3mad.com/28036/Cafe-Fluid-mp3-songs.html 



PREFACE 


Stephan Anstey 

(That guy on the train, the one in the restaurant, the one you 
almost remember, but forget you knew him, writes poetry, 
paints pictures and says more than he should more often 

than is prudent. 

http://anstev.org/ ) 



When Glory asked me to write a preface for her mag, I was 
pretty surprised. We've been friends a while, but it wasn't 
something I'd have ever imagined she might ask me. After 
thinking about it for a bit, I realized. Glory and I share 
something very important, a love of words. 

Many people will say, "a picture is worth a thousand words," 
but I would argue that they are only seeing a tiny fraction of 
the true story. A word is worth a thousand pictures — this is 
why poetry works. This is why writers write. This is why so 
many movies and paintings and photographs can all be made 
about the same material. Words are infinite. 



Glory may or may not believe that, but I know this, she loves 
words. This magazine of hers is a testament to a love and 
passion that I truly admire and respect. 

As you read the works she has selected, you may or may not 
notice threads connecting them. She doesn't demand any 
specific theme or any particular form. She is looking for 
things that she likes. 

"Things that Glory likes" makes for, in my opinion, often very 
accessible, very readable, very interesting writing. The life 
experiences of this woman have definitely left her with a very 
eclectic, very broad taste. What she publishes says as much 
about her as it does the writers whose work she selects. 
Perhaps this is always true of all publications, but when a 
publication is named after its founder, I think it demands that 
we consider the relationship between the founder and the 
selections very seriously. 

My friend Glory has created this magazine and filled it full of 
ideas and beautiful dreams — full of all the spectrum of 
human emotion and experience. These ideas, dreams and 
experiences are special to her and worthy of celebration by 
her, I believe, because she has lived them and cherishes each 
day of her life. 

Such passion, love and generosity of spirit demands that we 
celebrate her and her contribution to the public discourse. As 
always, I'm excited to see how the world embraces the 
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glorious little gems gleaned by Glory this month from writers 
all over the planet. 


BOOK OF THE MONTH 


Seeing The Girl by Anuradha Vijayakrishnan 



http://www.goodreads.com/book/show/2089519Q-seeing- 

the-girl 


http://www.khaleejtimes.eom/article/20140711/ARTICLE/3 

07119979/1002 


Review: Anuradha Vijayakrishnan at once naive and 
charming, has turned diabolic as the author of 'Seeing The 
Girl'. Fret or fume as you will, the conclusion is inconclusive. 
QED! 


Having said that, I withdraw to the beginning of the book. A 
story of an ordinary malayali family, where the women and 
their foibles are highlighted. The story encompasses in its 
ambit, a perfectionist mother, her less-than-perfect 
daughters, manipulations, dark secrets, depressive 
relationships, unrequited love, and the chaotic tumbles of the 
protagonist's mind. Male characters needed to prop the 
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women characters have necessarily taken backstage, and the 
intriguing Kunjamma...Not important as such, but still 'the 
purple dot on the wall' helping hate to have a focus so that 
the story can proceed. If not love, then hate, the second side 
of the same coin that is used to wheel the author's own dark 
reservations into the limelight. 

The protagonist Janani weaves her way from light to grey to 
dark with consummate ease. The reader hums and haws in 
concurrence, delicately coughs when the laughter seems 
inappropriate, then searches for other identifiables in a story 
that causes quite some unease. Especially when Jaanu goes 
into third person, a queasy feeling of having been ditched 
rises. 

Quite a bit of drama between the siblings, racy and readable. 
However, one comment remains to tease the mind: "I was 
the reflection that lived in a broken mirror that destiny held 
to her profile under the cover of darkness." Is that the 
underlying ethos of the book? 

Usha Chandrasekharan 

(poet and writer from Coimbatore, Tamilnadu) 
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About The Author 



Anuradha Vijayakrishnan was born in Cochin, India. A trained 
singer, she followed up a Bachelor's in Chemical Engineering 
from Calicut University with postgraduate studies in 
Management from XLRI, Jamshedpur. She lives with her 
husband and two young children in Dubai and attempts to 
balance a corporate career with her diverse interests. 

Her poetry first appeared in print under the editorship of Ms. 
Kamala Das. Granta and British Council first published her 
fiction in the select New Writing anthology series. Her work 
has appeared in Magma, Orbis, Stony Thursday Book, The 
Pedestal Magazine, Soundings, Aesthetica, Asian Cha, 
Eclectica, Asia Literary Review, Mascara, Indian Literature and 
Nth Position among others. Her poetry and prose have won 
prizes at various literary competitions. Seeing the Girl, her 
debut novel, was long listed in 2007 while it was still a 
manuscript for the Man Asian Literary Prize. In 2010 her 
poetry was nominated for Best of the Net and Pushcart 
prizes. She is a 2010 alumna of Western Michigan University's 
Prague Summer Program. 

Seeing the Girl was published in Feb 2014 by LiFi Publications, 
India. 


12 


CONTENT 


1. Vivek Shivram 16 

2. Vishak Chadrasekharan 19 

3. Vinay Virwani 22 

4. Vasanthi Swetha 25 

5. Vandana Kumar 29 

6. Usha Chandrasekharan 32 

7. Tushar Arun Gandhi 35 

8. Tina Angelin Nimalan 38 

9. Thileepan Manikumar 41 

10. Sumita Dutta 43 

11. Subhash Chandra Rai 46 

12. Stephan Anstey 49 

13. Shreekumar Varma 51 

14. Shobha Warrier 54 

15. Shamenaz 57 

16. Shalini Samuel 60 

17. Shaleen Kumar Singh 62 

18. Romeo Della Valle 66 

19. Ro Hith 69 

20. V.Rimona 72 

21. Ramendra Kumar 74 

22. Rajesh Jethwani 77 

23. S. Radhamani 80 

24. Raamesh Gowri Raghavan 83 

25. Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh) 86 

13 


26. Priyesha Lobinha Cdo 90 

27. Prescilla Caron 93 

28. Prasanna H 95 

29. Philip G. Bell 98 

30. Perinkulam. G. Iyer. Krishnamurthi 101 

31. Pavithra Lakshmi 103 

32. Parasuram Ramamoorthi 105 

33. Panjami Anand 108 

34. Nivedita Karthik 112 

35. Nilesh Mondal 114 

36. Nandini Sahu 118 

37. Minnie Tensingh 120 

38. Mushtaque AM Khan Babi AKA Max Babi 122 

39. Krishnaveer Abhishek Challa 124 

40. Kerala Varma 126 

41. Keerthi 130 

42. John P. Matthew 132 

43. Gulnar Raheem Khan 137 

44. Glory Sasikala 140 

45. Geoffrey Jackson 143 

46. Geeta Varma 145 

47. Fehmida Zakeer 148 

48. Dipankar Sarkar 151 

49. Deepa Duraiswamy 154 

50. Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny 156 

51. Christopher Villiers 159 


14 


52. 

N.Chandramohan Naidu 

161 

53. 

Borna Ghosh 

163 

54. 

Bini B.S 

166 

55. 

Barun Bajracharya 

169 

56. 

Ayshwaria Sekher/lcecamp 

171 

57. 

Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar 

174 

58. 

Avik Kumar Maiti 

174 

59. 

Ashokchakravarthy Tholana 

179 

60. 

Archita Mittra 

182 

61. 

Anurag Mathur 

185 

62. 

Anil Kumar Panda 

187 

63. 

Angela Chetty 

190 

64. 

Amitabh Mitra 

193 

65. 

Ameeta Agnihotri 

195 


15 



Alone, deep and unsettling 
The voices of the wind 
Kiss the Towers of my mind 
Revealing secrets and promises 
In equal measures 
Pushing me to seek solitude 
In a small corner tucked away 
Longing for a moment of my own 
If only for an instant, 

And yet I remain captivated 
And yet I am drawn out once again 
For you possess the charms I need 
That bespeak powers unimaginable 
Enough indeed to pull me out 
Of the richness of Hyde Park 
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With its wealth of memories 


Into the carriageways of knightsbridge 
Where I remain in wait for yet another day.... 



Fluttering waves care not for unbreakable rocks, but merely 
lash away, 

Tall trees care not for blistering heat, while blossoming away. 

Do not despair when all seems lost, 

For Sunlight never dies, but merely fades away. 

Soaring Eagles look to the horizon and beyond, while 
streaking away, 

The patient Robin builds its nest quill by quill, labouring away. 
Do not stop in your journey, 

For dreams do not stay in memoriam, but merely whisper 
away... 

Music cares not for sickness and simply melodies away. 
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The monk cares not for jest, he humbly prays away. 

Do not bow your head when you remain in the dark, 

For enlightenment cares not for vanity, but merely shines 
away. 

Time cares not for tragedies, but merely ticks away. 

The poet cares not for riches, but merely sings away. 

Remember that no clock ever chimes a final close, 

For the eternity of the experience of life is as such, it merely 
carries you away. 



Vivek Shivram: My life is a poem, a beautiful one at that. I 
live in one of the most happening cities in the world. When I 
live out my life as a Consultant for a blue chip firm, the 
energy of Canary Wharf is mine to claim. And when I seek 
refuge in poetry, the Surrey Countryside opens up to me. 
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BATTLE OF DREAMS 

Two dreams dwelled in a mind, to each other's presence they 
were unkind. 

They swam in unison through an ocean, of thoughts 
drenched in commotion. 

Trying to slay the other in a feud, bitter and vehement cut¬ 
throat and rude. 

The battlefield (the mind) was bloody; the very soil on fire 
was withering already. 


As one dream shot arrows into the sky, the other unleashed 
it's beasts with a war cry. 

The arrows dug into the enemy's hide, the beasts trampled 
their souls in a single tide. 

They fought day and night with an ardor unabated, and 
bloodshed prevailed perpetually intended. 
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No peace, no forgiveness and mercy sore, anarchy and 
murder existed encore. 


The battle field bore the deadly war; throbbing with pain it 
developed a scar. 

It failed to yield any fertile thought, and stole the very 
happiness it sought. 

What a battle of dreams it was, that left the battlefield 
barren and cross, 

The battle of dreams that's everywhere, is a direction given 
to the end nowhere. 


Oh Battlefields please come to life, and end this ubiquitous 
vicious strife. 

The battle of dreams will surely end, against willpower and 
hope in a blend. 

The battle of dreams will surely die, in the very thoughts 
where they lie. 

Because the battle of dreams is but, a result of choices which 
we keep shut. 


Kill the battle of dreams my friend, with a tough choice you 
make in the end. 
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So peace prevails in the battlefield, transformed into an oasis 
of creative yield. 



Vishak Chadrasekharan: Baker by day and Poet by night 
Vishak lets his personal experiences decide the course of his 
pen on paper to come up with the most Vivid and brutal 
expression of Life situations everyone goes through. He uses 
his ability to connect to people emotionally to put those 
experiences on paper and enables others to look at the world 
through their eyes. He currently runs and partners a Cafe in 
Coimbatore called V's and pens down poems and dark Stories 
during the little free time he gets. 
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AND THE POET DIED. 

The glowing moonlight 
Had barely kissed the high tide 
When he took his last breath 
And the poet died 

A poem left incomplete 
A pen, with the ink dried 
It was only expected 
The poet would have died 

They all came there 
From far and wide 
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Aggrieved and amused 
For the poet who had died 

Swaying to the drumbeats 
They wailed by his side 
They knew they were the reason 
That the poet had died 

The winds still blew 
And the bells chimed 
The poem was alive 
But the poet had died 

And as the glowing moonlight 
Bent again to kiss the rising tide 
They looked up and wondered 
Had the poet died? 
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Vinay Virwani: A marketing guy by profession, I can't help 
but try and convince you that a particular brand of detergent 
powder can really change your life! 

And while you may choose not to believe me, at least I ended 
up telling you a story! 

Alas, while the breed of storytelling marketers is fast getting 
replaced by number-chasing, profit-making, excel sheet 
enthusiasts, I write....to continue telling stories.... 

A misfit perhaps, in a rapidly format-driven, number 

crunching world.but a misfit who has successfully blended 

in....:) 
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FOOTPRINTS OF A WOMAN 

This is an ode to every woman, 
who walks a thousand miles 
on a thousand different paths, 
to find herself enchanted 
at the gamble of time and emotions. 

Because when Anna joyously tip-toed 
every night, to sneak a scoop of Vanilla, 
in another corner of the world, 

Sarah tip-toed into the relentless nights 
that gifted her sleepless eyes and 
a hungry soul. 
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Because when Shakthi asked me 


"Why does feminism sound harsh to some 
and since when did feminism become so bothered 
about what men might think?" 
with such a fierceness in her tone, 
in another corner of the world 
12-year-old Laila was flabbergasted, 
when she was introduced to feminism 
because she innocently assumed 

that being treated equal was as natural as the sun rising. 

Because when Metilda's face breathed justice, 

as she signed a lifetime imprisonment 

for a guy who ventured into a 5-year-old's vagina, 

in another corner of the world 

Sulabha forgave the bruises on her hand 

to religiously feed her marriage. 

Because when Nisha's heart 
blushed, shimmered and raced 
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as her lover gifted her a childhood photograph, 

in another corner of the world 

Swati's eyes tremored, 

as she remembered her best friend's death 

again and again and again. 

Because when a woman walks a thousand miles, 

there are a thousand other women 

walking parallely on a thousand different paths 

and each of their soul meticulously 

paints every second of the journey, 

to tell me there is life within every second 

and at the end of the day 

it is all a gamble of time and emotions. 
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Vasanthi Swetha: She is a 2nd year Economics student who is 
extremely passionate about the art of poetry, dance, reading 
and dreaming, and she believes that every poem that she 
writes is a result of a conversation with her soul. 
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20 YEARS FROM NOW 

20 years from now 

I will take you on a guided tour my love... 
of our cached mansion.... 

The first room with those silky sheets and satin spreads.... 

Under which lies buried my smile and your ruffled locks 

The second one to its left 

Echoes promises made way back then 

The third has souvenirs of the study 

And I- pad that was privy to all our exchanges 

The kitchen 

remembers how you would grab me from behind 


29 







and the delirious me would happily abandon the half done 
poisson - for what you had in mind 

Each room with all its sounds 
and all its smells 
even now I smell it... 

The smell of ache 
Of longing and most of all 
The smell of US!!! 

Each room now has its lock I'm told 
Just like our furtive glances were 
And our clandestine dates 
These locks forbid our tales an exit!!! 

20 years later my love 

Will take you back to that secret retreat 

And I will ask you 

To tell me what you remember 

As I will tell you even all that you wish to forget!!!... 
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Vandana Kumar: She is a bon vivant who loves travelling, 
working with young minds and exploring creative possibilities 
beyond the ordinary. She has done her masters in History 
from Lady Shri Ram College and her Diplome from the 
Alliance Frangaise de Delhi. 

She is a French teacher in a couple of schools and private 
institutes and also translates for various publishing houses 
and corporates. An active member of various quiz clubs 
across Delhi-she has a soft corner for Kolkata where she 
spent her childhood. Her various passions include singing, 
playing the piano, composing music and participating in local 
antakshari competitions. She describes herself as a 
dreamer...a wanderer and a certified incurable romantic...the 
romantic moorings worsened with all her fancy French 
studies. Poetry for her is her stress buster -her flight of fancy- 
and strangely-what keeps her rooted too. 
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ATHAI (BUA, PISI, AUNT) 

To be an athai, you need to be, 

Big, bigger than life. 

To be strong, mentally. 

To laugh and curse loudly, detrimentally. 

To stomach the antics of nephews and nieces, 
To grin when you are being torn to pieces. 

To fire the servant and keep uncle in check, 
Both in the same sound and speck. 

To keep people in place. 

And frown at them that deface 
The compound walls 
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With slogans and piss falls! 

You must have a nice downy moustache 
And some pluck-able chin hair. 

That goes up and down as you laugh; 

And laugh you must, going Boom by half. 

Make daft pronouncements that make men squirm, 
And smart young ladies go humhum,hum 
Older kids giggle in self-conscious glee, 

And younger ones guffaw in the melee. 

You need be well dressed, faded jeans is out. 
Remember to use new elastic every time 
and add to your tea some rosemary and thyme. 

You must have tummies that stretch all the way, 

To cover the bloops when the elastic gives way. 

You need legs that are long, muscular, strong 
For me to swing on, and sing along. 

You must know your pickles jams and drink, 

Know to brew hot tea or chocolate in a blink. 

If you know all these and more, 

I'm sure you'll be half way there and score 
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As The Best Athai, Pisi, Bua for evermore. 



Usha Chandrasekharan: She is a believer in the power of the 
universe, in the power of positive energy, in the power of 
words, in the power of good intentions. She has two children 
both of good literary prowess, both creative in their own 
way. 
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No Care Just Share 
No one weeps 
Just Tweets. 


Driven from home 

By a barbarian horde 

By the silence of an uncaring world. 

A homeland in ferment, 

Babes in arms of parents homeless, helpless, 

Fleeing with terrified hearts 
Fleeing towards a mirage, 

Of a safe haven, of compassion of a refuge, a little care. 
Fleeing on foot, however they could, 

With life and a flickering hope, 
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confronted by icy brutality, apathy, stony silence, fences, 
rubber bullets and slammed gates. 

Their boats sunk, their hope drowned, 

Families slipping through fingers numbed, stiff, fatigued, 

Their Babies drowned, their only hope, despair. 

On a beach amidst floatsam and crude. 

An infant washed up dead. 

A photograph to weep over to forward to share to show that 
one cared for a day may be two, 

then there were other things to do. Alas too late 

Alas too little 

No compassion for life just tears for the dead 
No refuge for the living, just cold dark graves. 

Twitter tears and Facebook grief 

No melting of hearts, no Christian charity, just plight and 
despair. 

Damn humanity in the death of a babe a seed is sown, 
a seed of no redemption. 


Damn you Tushar G. 
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Tushar Arun Gandhi: Who audaciously thinks that a typing 
software on his smartphone makes him a writer. Invisible ink 
should have been invented for me. 

Since I am a Gandhi, my book, 'Let's Kill Gandhi!' got 
published in 2007. Have been struggling to write a biography 
of Us Gandhis for the past few years. A few more stories 
struggling to emerge from my atrophied mind. The word 
mediocre was invented for me. I believe I am funny, wish 
people would too. My life's report card is written in red ink. 
My saviour is the legacy I have inherited. I am because of my 
Great Grandfather. 
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FOOTSTEPS 

Who would have thought? 
That I'd be hooked upon you 
So, I ask for your number 
Hoping you'd ask for mine too 

I would sit in a bar 
Happily waiting for you 
Would smile all the way 
As I see you come through 

I search in my soul 
For the reason I love you 
I think it's just madness 
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To do what I do 


I had you in my arms 
And all I could do was 
Stare in your eyes 
Cause you're damn beautiful 

It would take me forever 
To just let you know 
That I'd follow your footsteps 
Where ever you go 

But, if there comes a day 
When you leave me again 
I'd stay right where you left me 
Through the storm and the rain 
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Tina Angelin Nimalan: Arrogant or Immature you decide but 
my friends think of me as a lover of all things fine. My 
colleagues think I'm proactive by design. Eitherways knowing 
me is to know what's good in wine. 
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(pic byThileepan Manikumar) 

FALSE AWAKENING 

With smoke all around 

I wake up in a dark room 

Far away, I hear a painful groan 

You lay there like a flower ready to bloom 

I break the box I am in, baffled 

My heart filled with agony and doom 

Thrashing things on the way 

I bolt towards you in the gloom 

As I approach horrified, 

I find myself alive in the tomb 
With smoke all around 
I wake up in a dark room 
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Thileepan Manikumar: He is a HR professional, currently 
resides in Trichy with his wife Cathy and an arrogant cat, 
Sling. He is sincere, friendly, curious, ambitious, and an 
occasional liar. He is a man with a dream. A very simple 
dream, mostly including bikes and beers. But a dream 
nonetheless. 
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THE TADPOLES DIDN'T SEE 

The surface rippled, three pairs of feet plopped in 
And the tadpoles scurried to hide in caverns. 

Sighs of relief brushed over the tiny rock pool 
As cool water soothed sore feet. 

The tadpoles gambolled again, silence drawing them out; 

They didn't see the awestruck faces watch the raincloud's 
approach. 

Feet dashed out of the pool, flashed wet into shoes, 

Humping backpacks they sprinted down the hill. 

The tadpoles darted to hide, they didn't see 

The slanting column of rain join Earth to bulbous cloud. 

When fat droplets hammered down, bullets shredding the 
pond, 

They shivered with fright—they didn't hear the girls whoop 
with delight. 
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They didn't see the girls race each other 

Leaving behind joyous laughter echoing on the hill sides. 

Sliding on wet rock, leaping thorny scrub, splashing through 
churned mud, 

The girls scrambled to outrun rain approaching head-on. 

Hah! Stinging necks, arms, exposed skin, smacking on heads, 
walloping clothes, 

Running in rivulets down sun browned limbs—the rain 
swooped in victorious. 

The tadpoles didn't see the girls tear across a farmer's fallow 
field, 

Panting giggles lost in fiercely tattooing rain, until stopped by 
a broad deep trench. 

The tadpoles didn't see the flash flood roiling down the hilly 
end; 

In frothing bubbles and fuming spume, heavy water gushing 
to fill the gorge. 

The tadpoles didn't see two girls jump in, dart across and 
climb to safety; 

They called the third to hurry, but she hesitated a bit too 
long. 

The tadpoles didn't see the third jump in at last, 
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The rushing water, an angry river just a few feet from 
swamping her. 

The tadpoles didn't see the fear filled eyes, 

Or hear the scream of the girls safe on the bank: 'Mahe! Get 
out of there!' 

The tadpoles didn't see Mahe nimbly climb on to a root 
spanning the gully, 

And balance limbs braced apart as the water gurgled past 
inches beneath. 

The tadpoles didn't see; 

Only those girls are blessed with that memory. 



Sumita Dutta: She is a photographer and the proprietor of 
Adlsh Photo Art. She has a degree in Fine Arts (Painting) from 
Chitrakala Parishad, Bangalore. She loves writing both poetry 
and prose. She resides in the southern end of Chennai with 
her two sons, her father, a cat and a dog. Find her blog at: 
https://zippythoughts.wordpress.com/ 
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BETRAYAL 


It's worse than snake bite 
It may not affect bodily existence 
But it paralyses the soul 
You no longer remain who you used to be 
You lose exuberance of life 
It may sound paradoxical 
Still you love betrayer!!!! 



Divinity of Union 

The journey started with affection & graduated to love 
The expression started with smile, reached its zenith 
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Now we are two body one soul, even our bodies hardly want 

to be two 

As mostly they are cuddled together comfortably in each- 

others grab 

The madness has reached the point of craziness personified 

Our individuality has blurred and we are no long searching for 

space 

We have become each-others' six sense 

The arousal don't need fragrance, costume, wine and dine, 
we are simply delirious being together 

It all may sounds like a dream for others, but we are living 

this dream together 

Our joy knows no boundary and we are ecstatic together 
This is our divine moment of coming together!MM 



Nothingness 

We emanate from nothingness 
We evaporate in nothingness 
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Our being in between is called life 
We fall into this illusion called life 
We hallucinate and keep on believing in mirage of life 
Forgetting the impermanence, we seek immortality 
Enlightened are those who understand this nonexistence 
Only those few could reach the state of nirvana 
Where they go out of this cycle of life & death 
Where they become part of the Supreme 
Rest of us keep on traveling spirally in this deception of life 
Trying to find our existence in nothingness!!! 



Subhash Chandra Rai: Nonconformist by birth, wearing 
emotions on sleeve. Enjoying path less traveled and being 
myself. 
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(pic by Stephan Anstey) 


DESPAIR BESIDE A RIVER OVERFLOWING 

what blue is that 
above that waits 
for the coming sun? 

without the warmth 
of hope and heart 
until the day is done? 

what cold is this 

that greets each cheek 

upon each vacant breeze? 

i do not know, i can not say 
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— i do not dare 


believe 



Stephan Anstey: That guy on the train, the one in the 
restaurant, the one you almost remember, but forget you 
knew him, writes poetry, paints pictures and says more than 
he should more often than is prudent. 

http://anstey.org/ 
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PROJECTOR 

in a hall where curtains crush the last sunrays, 
they wait in semi-silent stupor- 
hundreds, facing a white bright screen; 
kindred, as they share a dream. 

no-one notices me; the screen sparkles to life 
and the story begins, spouting from my eye 
through a magic ray slicing the night- 
image quickens and becomes life. 

i regurgitate film and fool their senses, 
throwing up carefully crafted scenes of life; 
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of people and places and slices of happiness, 
humour and song with chest heaving sighs. 

shut your eyes, you'll know what i mean; 
the darkness mothers your every dream, 
there's hero and villain and ravishing bride, 
and love in the midst of punishing pride! 


so leave them with their popcorn and tears; 
they're safe in their ignorance, 
when they know light, when they know me, 
it's time for deliverance. 



Shreekumar Varma: He is an Indian author, playwright, 
newspaper columnist and poet. He received the R. K. Narayan 
Award for Excellence in Writing in English in 2015. He is 
known for the novels Lament of Mohini, Maria's Room, 
Devil's Garden: Tales Of Pappudom, The Magic Store of Nu- 
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Cham-Vu and the historical book for children, Pazhassi Raja: 
The Royal Rebel Born as HH Prince Punartham Thirunal of the 
Travancore Royal Family, he is the great great grandson of 
the artist Raja Ravi Varma and grandson of Regent Maharani 
Sethu Lakshmi Bayi, the last ruling Maharani of Travancore. 
He is married to Geeta Varma (poet, teacher and columnist) 
and has two children, Vinayak and Karthik. 
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DARK IS BEAUTIFUL: ANGER OF KALI - THE TREE OF LIFE 

Oh! Whence Kali 
Whence Darkness 
Standing tall and firm 
Harbinger of goodness 
Purity in all its strength 
All through the tree the length 
Of which is pristinely beautiful 
Time ,the stillness of yore 
Effect of silence 
As waves lapping on shore 
Will there be a remedy 
Putting thoughts in jeopardy 

Kali in all Her darkness 
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Stunning in her cosmic dance 
A trail of bodies blazing 
Life in all its radiance showcasing 
Moments of ineptitude and brilliance 
Tree of life, moments of 
Darkness notwithstanding 
Rigours aplenty, riding 
On crest of waves deriding 
The naturalness of living 


Beauteous life singing forth 
Just like light from darkness 
The wellness of spring precedent 
Of the radiance 

Of a full moon from dark moon 
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Shobha Warrier: Born near Trichur in Kerala, she did her 
schooling in Mumbai and Chennai. Shobha was highly 
influenced by her maternal grandfather who was a 
distinguished Sanskrit scholar. Shobha had a keen interest in 
languages, be it prose or poetry, from her school days. She 
completed B.A. and M.A. in English Literature as also B.Ed. 
She has also worked as a teacher in schools for some time. 
Shobha's father, K. Ramakrishna Warrier, is a distinguished 
writer in Malayalam, and recipient of the Sahitya Akademi 
award for his contribution in Sanskrit. Shobha is married to 
an engineer and has one daughter. 
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THERE IS MUSIC ALL AROUND 

There is music all around 
In the chirping of morning birds, 
waking with the rising sun. 

In the buzzing of bees, 
trying to fulfill their daily needs. 

In the ringing of Church and Temple bells, 

In the Call for prayer by the Muezzin in the Mosque. 
In the thunder & lightning shaking this earth, 

In the roaring of Ocean's tides, 
bringing excitement to life. 

The sound made by flowing stream, 
trying to fulfill it's earnest dream. 

The falling of fountains from the mountain-high, 
thrilling the onlookers passing by. 
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In the raindrops falling from the sky, 
on the rooftops of building low and high. 
There is music all around, 

Just we should have a heart, 
to feel it, to be absorb in it, 
to mesmerize our soul in it. 



Shamenaz: I am Shamenaz, a PhD in English from University 
of Allahabad with specialization on Sub-continent Women 
Writers and a teaching experience of 12 years. I resides in 
Allahabad which is my birthplace and a city very close to my 
heart. I have a passion for reading and writing which is above 
all anything for me and recently I have develop an interest in 
poetry and have published many poems in E-journals & 
magazines in India. I am a great nature lover and love to write 
poetry based on it but I also like to write on various issue 
relating our everyday lives. I have presented papers in 
Seminars/Conferences all over India and have published 
papers in many refereed journals in India and abroad. I am in 
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the Editorial board of journals: Literary Miscellany, CLOJ ( 
Cyber Literature, Research Access, Expression, The Context & 
IJRHS (Jordan). I am the Guest Editor of 'The Context' Volume 
2, issue 3. I have served as a Chairperson of Women Cell of 
my College, AIET & Cultural Incharge, AIET since 5 years. I am 
a freelancer, who writes reviews, articles & blogs. 
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WEDDING PROMISE 

Glad on their newly found friend 
My fingers finds rest and comfort 
In his hand, a soft bed of roses 
My fingers rejoice his hold 
They feel the warmth in his skin 
Curious fingers tighten their grip. 
With a dream of eternal togetherness 
Our hands hug each other 
Uniting two diverse families 
And tying two loving hearts 
They glue together with love 
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Shalini Samuel: She is the author of Singing Soul and comes 
from India's southern tip. She started her writing journey as a 
blogger. Poetry was her unfulfilled dream then. She explored 
poetry and slowly started learning the nuances of it. Apart 
from writing she also works as freelance editor. Her poems 
have been published in various online and print magazines 
and anthologies. She has edited few novels. 
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WE SEE ONLY 

The evening 

In a constant but slowly motion 
Creeps into the firmament 
Of Heart; 

The green leaves look black 
The Blue Sky looks Dusty 
Darkness makes everything 
Black and Vague 
The air touches the eyes 
Like we touch the flower. 

We are tossing like a huge tree... 

In the utmost moments of thoughts 
We are freezing and melting. 

We find darkness growing within 


62 





Something, 

Which we find hard to reach 
Which look beyond perception 
And beyond the capacity to catch and 
Hold, we are just thinking of... 

And it metamorphoses 
Into Night. 

We see and see only. 



SANS DIRECTION 


I see monstrous change 
Into the values of Humanity. 

Do I still call myself 
A Man 

Or simply we put on clothes and 
We are not animals and 
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We call ourselves man? 


Our giggling! Our laughter and our smiles 
How hollow! 

How rotten! 

Can this civilization save it 
From its doom! Or Ruins- 
No perhaps not. 

This is somewhat tough to say 

How a man'll be overall the master of 

Destiny, 

We don't know where're we running 
In which direction? 

Towards the shore of ruins? 

Or towards the bank of Destruction? 



Shaleen Kumar Singh: He is a poet, critic, reviewer, translator 
and editor. He has several research papers, articles, poems 
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and reviews published in esteemed journals, magazines and 
news papers of India and abroad. He has edited several books 
on criticism. At present, he is editing the ezine 
www.creativesaplings.com. He is Assistant Professor and 
Head, Department of English at S. S. PG College, 
Shahjahanpur (U.P.) 
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REMINISCE 

The home of my soul 
Was designed with many rooms. 
Each occupied with a faction 
Or diversion-while others 
Were vacant yet to be filled! 

I inhabited these chambers 
All which I knew and recognized, 
Lodges beneath the roof 
And everything that entered 
I carefully scrutinized 
Before furnishing a room! 

The space kept augmenting, 

I watched as nature unfolded, 
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New walls and doors 


Became me partly in ways 
I have never seen, 

Still unfinished, 

Still unwholesome! 


(*) Revised (**) Google Image And www.imikimi.com 



Romeo Della Valle: Born in a beautiful island named 
Quisqueya or Hispaniola and from Italian and Spanish parents 
and coming to America very young with a goal, mainly, to 
succeed in life and be happy. As a citizen of the world, there 
is not race, color, or religious beliefs that would stop me from 
searching for happiness...I have become through times 
passed that I am a man with a Vision and a clear mission: 'To 
spread my message of Love an Peace throughout the World 
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and if my poetry can touch a single soul in the World, then I 
would gladly die leaving my clear footprints behind! 

www.romeodellavalle.com 
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BEFORE THE RAINS 

Before the rains 

The world was illegible- incongruent 
like bad hand-writing, 

The tea-stalls were too quiet, 

The cigarette smoke failed to reach sky, 

The highways were like disembowelled snakes, 
And people made love without gasping, 

Sighing rarely- melting a sad iceberg in chest. 
Nothing exceptional happened 
But the sky was anaemic. 

The air was stained with a tint of tragedy, 

And the winds sobbed in desolate forests. 

The trees grew old, cuckoos forgot the lyrics, 
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The boat was chained to the bank since ages, 

And the rivers started stammering 

In the middle of their endless arguments with poets. 

The world was like a silent museum 

Where one shouldn't touch anything 

Even a slightest gesture of mishap 

May disarrange things to improbable patterns. 

It was like stale bread 
Tasteless, arid, tepid and staid. 

Before the rains 
The world was like a poem 
written in a foreign language 
Longing for a translator. 
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Ro Hith: He is a poet and a medico from Andhra Pradesh, 
writing poetry since 7 years. His poetry has been published in 
various online magazines, including Muse India, The Four 
Quarterly, Istanbul Review, Kritya, New Mirage Journal and 
print magazines like Kavya English, which was applauded and 
complimented by various senior poets. Currently, he is 
working on his first book of poems, which will be published 
shortly and an online magazine that deals with progressive 
poetry and translations from various Indian languages. 


71 



LIVE IT UP! 

No matter what life has to offer 
It does not offer life 
Death stands at every inch 
And challenges every step we take. 

"So what happens to our dreams and ethics, 
When we die?" I asked. 

"It passes on to your children, my darling 
That is what life is all about" 

What a sad thought it is 
To live only to die. 

Every hope and dream comes crashing down 
With death's one strong strike. 
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So is there a point in controlling oneself 
When death is guaranteed to come? 
Live your life to your heart's content 
And welcome death with a sweet smile 



V.Rimona: Rimona, the reckless, is a 23-year-old Good 
Human/Her dad's incarnation/Daughter of Glory/Sister of 
Tennyson/In-law of Hannah/Aunt of Samuel baby/Event 
Manager/HR/Dancer/Bathroom Singer/Painter/Relationship 
Guru/Amazing Friend to have/Writer/Poet/Actor in this play 
called "My Life"/Home Maker/Rule breaker/Social Butterfly 
and everything else possible, from Chennai. She wishes to be 
a rock star in the future and all her neighbours would verify 
that. 


73 




YOU & ME 

You have the power to annihilate 
With, 

A smile, a pause, a whisper or 
Simply, 

The violence of Silence.... 

A child groping for an outstretched finger 
Squealing in delight on finding it, 
Clutching, holding tight, 

Finding succor. 

A toddler, 

Taking hesitant steps 
Not knowing what is beyond 
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Chaos or comfort. 

Being cradled by your bare bosom 
Finding sanctuary and solace. 


A lover smoldering with insane yearning 
Walking over burning sands 
In quest of an oasis 
Sublimating his desire; 

Or 

Dissolving in ashes 
A forever dead phoenix 
Never to rise again. 



Ramendra Kumar: Ramen is a writer by passion and a 
narcissist by obsession. He has 27 books to his name, almost 
as many awards and translations into several Indian and 
foreign languages. A popular story teller and mentor he is 
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working as Chief of Communications, Rourkela Steel Plant. 
He has a page devoted to him on Wikipedia and his website is 

www.ramendra.in 
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IT'S RAINING 

i feel so tiny 
in this colossal night, 
the sky's the color 
of your lips, 
my meadows 
mummer your name. 

i'm writing you poems 
in every puddle. 

numbers fall from calendars, 
your memories fill hollow hours, 
i love each day more 
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knowing i will see you soon 


you drizzle delight. 

you know not 
how these verses 
write me every night, 
they drag me, 
drag me from myself 
but tonight i let go, 
i withdraw 
the whole of me 
in them 

proffer my heart 
and stand sentry 

it's only yours to claim. 


Author Notes 
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it's been ages © 



Rajesh Jethwani: He was born in Madras and has done his BA 
in economics. He now takes care of his family business and 
has his own online store. His love for tea resulted in a 
beautiful tea house he now runs along with his best friends. 
He loves train journeys, photography, eating out and playing 
cricket. He loves writing and reading love poems. His poem 
was first published last year in South Africa. 
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TRACKING THE LINES 

The dragon-like wheels that are set. 
Move backwards and forwards, 
Tracking the lines along, miles 
and miles far off, beyond your ken. 

The onward path serene and poetic, 
Free from panic, eager to reach its goal, 
Watching through the window, each 
And every station, pulse of humanity, 

Move about, a mindless noise and 
Notation, mechanically devised. 

Is it noise or Voiced Voice, you 
Need to ponder and prevaricate. 
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The downward journey, the pitch dark, 
The barking of the dogs on the 
Starless night, the Dalila-like arrival 
On the platform, awful for you: 

You know,Dalaila has much to say. 

All depends upon how to foray. 

The arrival on the platform veers 
On its reels, ready to take us. 


It has to track miles and miles 
Far beyond our ken and goods. 



S. Radhamani: She was born in Madras, did B.A.English 
,obtained M.A.English from Venkateswara University, 
Tirupati, did her doctoral thesis on W.H.Auden's Plays, 
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subsequently obtained PGDTE from CIEFL (Hyderabad). A 
Professor of English with 31 years of teaching experience in a 
post-graduate and research institution, published four books 
of poems and one book of short story, widely published and 
anthologized, guided M.phil research scholars and PhD 
candidates, and a reviewer and critic. Also published poems 
and short stories in many websites, presented papers in 
National and International conferences. 
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AN APRIL WEDDING 

April is the cruellest month 
-- to get married in. 

But if you discount 

the skin-clinging silk veshti 

soaked in your sweat 

(for which you get no money), 

the smoke in your eyes that comes 

ultimately from what a poster-eating 

cow couldn't digest, 

the aunts weighed down by their 

conjeevarams and the cares of 

indigestible uncles whose 

moustaches sponge up the sambar, 

the bride squirming as she espies 
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her ex-boyfriend in the third row 

with his parents and a gift-wrapped 

box of German silver bowls, 

the priest's insouciant baritone 

muffled only by the sight 

of the blackening silver fillings 

in his betel-browned teeth, 

and your cousin's four-month old unsilenced 

by the blue rubber gobstopper, 

bawling clearly the horrors to come, 

it probably isn't. 

I also pray you discount 
the deep suspicion that 
the giggling women arranging the 
'first night' will forget the condoms, 
that someone on the wife's side 
has been stealing spoons, 

that the gold ring that father-in-law gave is one size too 
small, 

and the silent terror that my mother seems a little too keen 


84 


on the idea of being a bahu-wali saas. 
But I figure you won't 
and will instead say to yourself: 
Shantih shantih shantih 



Raamesh Gowri Raghavan: He moonlights as an award¬ 
winning copywriter by day and daylights as an award-wanting 
poet by night, and sandwiches an archaeology course, 
running two literary clubs, astronomy, the occasional trek, 
some peer counselling for suicide prevention, and learning 
languages in between. He thinks he is funny, but his friends 
vehemently disagree. 

Facebook: 

https://www.facebook.com/raameshgowriraghavan 
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A to B, B to A, C to A&B (POST MORTEM) 

B, the post post modernist, and 

A, the post modernist, 

Met at a 90* angle, 

In front of the Oncology block. 

B was looking for the Physiotherapist 
To cure his spine from a modernist bend. 

A was looking for the Neurotherapist 
To rid his brain of an existential clot. 

B, an alcoholic and a cirrhotic egotist. 

A, a diabetic and a diabolic narcissist. 
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Not seeing eye to eye or tongue to tongue 

They set off on zig zag routes 

Down the burrows of the allopathic chute. 

Past the Neuropathic cellulose webs. 

Round the Cardiopathic immersion pumps. 

Far from the Naturopathic neo-herbal pools. 
Behind the Myopathic Venetian blinds. 

Across the Enteropathic fast food stalls. 

Through the Nephropathic ceramic loos. 

Past the Psychopathic cerebellum booms. 

They met again at the Mortuary at a 90* angle. 
Nudes lured them from the Post Mortem crypts. 
B went first and looked through the lockers 
Till he found one suiting his girth. 

Once he was settled and locked in the box, 

A made his move and chose one for self. 
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The keeper of the Mortuary sealed their fate 
With emphatic clicks of the unmarked tombs. 

Having done that he unlocked Locker C and 
Finding his stock of Jai Jawan Rum 
emptied a pint with a professional gulp. 

He, then, sang a sad Kannadasan song 

On the corridors of life where dead men walked. 

He poured out, full throat, the only song he sang- 

"Ponal pogattum poda....Ponal pogattum poda!"* 

(Let everyone f***off! Let everything f*** off!) 

(*This song written by poet Kannadasan and originally sung 
by TMS, is sung by every Tamil, wherever he/she is, whether 
modern, post modern or post post modern.) 

(from the forthcoming collection 'Architecture of Flesh. 1 ) 
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Ravi Shanker (Ra Sh): He translates from Malayalam and 
Tamil to English and vice versa. Published English translations 
of stories by Bama (Tamil), Mother Forest (from Malayalam) 
and Waking is Another Dream (Sri Lankan Tamil Poetry) and 
for Anthologies of Dalit literature published by OUP and 
Penguin India. Published poems in magazines, journals and 
anthologies. He is one of the five contributing poets to the 
anthology, "A Strange Place Other Than Earlobes" (five voices 
seventy poems). E-mail: shankeran@gmail.com 

Blog: bonoboland.wordpress.com 
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A PROMISE IN ANOTHER LIFE.. 

In another world at another time 
You and I will start over 
We'll meet with the rising sun of life 
and be a witness to our identities 

I'll be there - with you 
as we step into springtime 
With you - to bathe my soul 
in your light 

With you - to lie in the flower fields 
endlessly, for you to breathe inside me, 
run in my veins 
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And you'll be there - 
to carefully inscribe on the pages 
of our life - songs and stories 
You'll be there - to hold my dreams 
in your hands, nourish them, to shape them 
and make them real with your love 
you'll be there - to give me the wings 
and the strength to believe I can fly alone 

In another world at another time 
You and I will start all over again 
Where you and I would dance 
through life - till time ends 
where I - would fall for you 
each time I see you smile 
and you - would hold me forever 
love me for what I am 

In another world at another time 
You and I will start over again 
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and be a witness to our identities 



Priyesha Lobinha Cdo: I am a creature of the dark, like a 
firefly. People of light, who have never been brave enough to 
face it don't understand it and hence despise it. Does light 
not blind you as much as darkness does? The fireflies know 
better, they owe it to the night, it's what makes them so 
beautiful. 
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MY SHADOW 

She is always by my side. 

She never leaves my side. 

She is there when in light. 

And leaves my sight in dark. 

Who is she? Why me? 

Are the questions unanswered. 

Her presence has not filled fear in me. 

But safe and warmth I feel in me. 

Oh, My Shadow I don't know what you see in me. 
I love that you're always with me. 
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Prescilla Caron: I was born and brought in the Queen of hills, 
Ooty. I did her engineering from Sathyabama University. I 
occasionally love to write poems and paint. I am a voracious 
reader. Guess that's me. © 
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ALL AT SEA 

Peeking over her shoulder, 

Feeling the warm wind, wandering, now hand-in-hand. 

Seeing my wavy reflection blur, deep into my ocean 
metaphors, 

Healing some wounds of the past, but still swimming in the 
sand. 


She wants me to come and swim, maybe she wants 
something more, 

Maybe a house of stone, when she's ready to live on land. 
We walk along our lines for now, drawn by waves on sand, 
Being there for each other, as the sun sets on the shore. 

Is she coming home to me or am I going to sea? 
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Her feet are always moist, mine quickly dries. 

She holds my hand, kisses me as she tries 
To go with me, to come with me, to simply be. 

She wears the yellow sunset for me today, 
Sparkling, underlined by red all the way. 

Moistens the ground underneath me, 

And holds me as we sway. 

She's all motion, 

Vivid in each color and effervescence, 

Choosing her smell, tresses and caresses 
With ample naughtiness and elusive kindness. 

She draws me out everyday, bare feet and unsure, 
For I have wandered, benumbed to hot and cold 
To stories of land and of sea, stories obscure. 

Now, I wait only for her, to come out once more. 
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Prasanna H: I have lived in Villivakkam, Chennai all my life. I 
live across the street from where I was born. I have had the 
company of some exceptional people all my life like my 
grandparents, parents, brother, relatives, school friends, 
college mates, office mates, homeboys and girls and the 
Glotimers. When I am not hanging out, I read, watch movies, 
start things I won't complete, listen to music, be angry, 
frustrated, blissful, hyper and dancing. 
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A BAD DAY IN LLANGOLLEN 

Llangollen 
Water, A lot of it. 

Belongs in the River Dee! 

That's where it's going! 

School 

Children, A lot of them. 
Watching the water! 

That's where they're going! 

Hotel 

Firemen, A lot of them 
Pumping the water! 
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From the basement! 


Basement 
Water, A lot of it. 

Belongs in the River Dee! 
Guess it lost its way! 


Mountains 
Rain, A lot of it. 

It's got to go somewhere! 
Llangollen 



Late Philip G. Bell: He was born in West London and became 
a professional in the field of vibration and acoustics. He was 
awarded a Fellowship of the Society of Environmental 
Engineers. He has two sons and a daughter and 3 grandsons. 
He has written a number of technical papers, which were 
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published internationally, before turning attention to writing 
poetry, short stories and a children's novel. He also founded 
The Young Poet Society. He has published a novel, "The Elfin 
Child," which is available through Amazon, Barnes and Noble 

and at www.elfinchild.com 

In December 2013, he was diagnosed with terminal Motor 
Neuron Disease. He spent the last years of his life 
concentrating on raising awareness regarding the disease. 
Philip G. Bell passed away on October 8, 2015. 
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POEM 

Poem is the one which is inside you, in your heart, always. 

It automatically comes out in a very beautiful manner, 
Rhymes, apt phrases, words, idioms, et al, flow out, 

It gives pleasure to its readers, always. 

It should be very clear to its readers and in simple language. 
It should tell the truth always and spread knowledge to all, 

It contains truth alone and reveals truth, 

Lies and wrong and unlawful things are anathema to it. 

Poems are considered feminine, while prose is masculine, 
Whenever something from the heart is to be sent, 

Prose is found to be inadequate, and then we 
All have to fall back on poetry in such a situation. 
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Because of the poetic licence, a poet can get away with 
writing anything. 

Even, he can write about sex, 

An essayist cannot do this as the thin line of separation 
between sex and porn is not defined 

Clearly and what he writes about sex may be termed as porn. 



Perinkulam. G. Iyer. Krishnamurthi: He is a structural 
engineer, settled in Cochin, Kerala. He was working with a 
government consultancy organisation till superannuation, 
and after which, he was working as consultant to the govt of 
Iran, at Teheran, and, in a private firm in London, and in 
many private consultants in Bombay as Technical advisor. He 
has been enjoying his retired life for the last one and a half 
years. His wife is a homemaker, and he had two sons. 
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As I grew up I understood, 

I'm not as smart as I thought I'm! 

I'm not as rich as I thought I'm! 

As I grew up I understood, 

Love is not as unselfish as I thought it is! 

Friendships are not as forever as I thought they are! 
But one thing that did not change 
The love my parents shower on me. 

Like it or not, they do it! With love! 

Wish I accept this with more patience! 

Wish they understand me more! 

Wish I had strength to explain them! With love! 
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Pavithra Lakshmi: Born in a village, good at studies! Met with 
miracle at the age of 12 - came to Chennai for studies. Makes 
friends with anyone. But have few close to heart friends - my 
strength. Since no big dreams, did engineering. Currently 
working in Accenture, Bangalore. Enjoys responsibilities, 
loves eating and playing volleyball. Very bad in arts (any 
form) 
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Airport smoking lounge 
Air-conditioned 

At any given time nearly ten to twelve people 
Smoking 

Sending flames up the roof 
As I smoke now 
I watch around 
Five women, s 
Six men 

Two men wearing cowboy hats 
One woman doing her makeup 
An old man nearly seventy 
Reading a book 
Three charwomen 
With their cleaning trolleys 
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One man rushes in 


Lights his cigarette 
Inhales just two puffs 
Rushes out 

His flight has been announced 
Some stand and smoke 
Some sit comfortably like me 
Smoke sensuously 

A woman answering her mobile phone 
Irritated by the call 
All in the smoking lounge 
I watch people smoking 
Each one has a distinct face 
A young woman has a distinct ass too 
As she swings through the door 
High-heeled to light up her ass 
A kind of cross section of God's plenty. 

Smoking is an activity 
coupled with any other activity 
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Reading 

Speaking 

Answering the phone 
Text messaging 
Stretching your limbs 
Drinking coffee 

Anything goes with the smoke 


Parasuram Ramamoorthi: Poet with three published volumes 
of Poetry. Norwich Musings (2003); Fire courts Water 2009; 
Neem Gita 2011; Playwright with twelve plays published and 
Performed.Autism Advocate and Pioneer in the file of Drama 
for Autism. Chairman VELVI www.velvi.org 

Velvi is one of the winners from India in the Ourbetterworld 
Good story pitch. Soon there will be a film on Velvi and Velvi's 
work on Drama for Autism. 

http://www.ourbetterworld.org/goodstorypitch/winners 
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I wait 

Till you are inspired 

Or in a joyous disposition to give. 

As deeply as I yearn for you now 
I simply look away wistfully 
Rather than speaking in puns 
Or sending chilly vibes 
That would push you further away 
I Wait for the moment 
We'll both feel the same way. 

And I wait. 
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What a lucky lucky man! 

The world said and he smiled 

At his luck as his family 

Beamed proudly 

For he had a lenient wife 

Calm and poised 

Even at his worst. 

Yet the world thought 
Him lucky as he roared 
When he could be gentle 
As he got away with it. 

And she would grin 
Thinking if he was lucky 
Or was he pathetic. 
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I need your love to grow 
For every time I dip my quill 
Into sea-green ink 
I scribble another note of love 
When I should pen words closer 
To my dreams. 

Won't you bolster my emptiness 
So that I dream of something more? 



Panjami Anand: I am an occult practitioner by profession and 
I see every day it is hard to be honest in a brutal world that 
demands the best fagade even at the cost of one's inner well¬ 
being. Sometimes it helps to know that we are all fighting 
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secret battles and we are not the only ones in pain. I love to 
observe human relationships and nothing inspires my writing 
more. Thus the dominating theme of all my writings are 
conflicts and triumphs of the same. I thank each and every 
one who has encouraged me to better my expression. 
Gratitude for reading! 
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LIGHTHOUSES OF THE STREET 

Darkness deepens as dusk sets in, 
casting gloomy shadows all around. 

Sinister and eerie, 

inciting fear into the hearts of many. 

Streets, bylanes and alleys 
appear in shades of black and grey. 

Window lamps slowly come on, 
too faint to cast a glow 
and shed some much needed light 
on the jet-black, dreary asphalt. 

Until, finally, a chain of golden circles appear, 
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growing brighter by the minute- 
little beacons of light. 


The lighthouses of the street! 


They have come in droves 

Stretching for miles, traversing the horizon, 

dispelling darkness and shadows. 

Breaking the monotony 
of the deepening gloom 
for ever so short a time. 



Nivedita Karthik: She is a graduate in Integrated Immunology 
from the University of Oxford who like reading books and 
travelling. She is an accomplished Bharatanatyam dancer and 
has given many performances. She loves any form of creative 
writing (especially poems) and writes them whenever she 
can. 
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1. Our goddess lives under a banyan tree 
Deep in the forest. She paints 

And sings songs, to put herself to sleep. 

2. Royina, your dad paints too. 

Tuesday evening, he paints skies 
And at the dinner table, you wonder 
Why he has blue on his throat. 

Wednesday, he paints the sun. 

His fingers are red with the flames 
He doesn't read letters addressed to him 
Because he's afraid 
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Of burning them black. 


Friday, he doesn't paint. 

Just sits by the lake, on a secluded bench. 
Feeding pigeons. And hearing them coo. 

3. Royina, remember the boy who held you 
Last time you allowed yourself 

To be kissed? 

He played a guitar, you told me. 

And he had long thin fingers, which fluttered. 
From string to string. 

He wrote you a letter when you left. 

And you folded it eight times. Then put it 
In your pocket. Tell me, Royina 
Did you put it in your heart too? 

4. What is it with creative people, Royina? 
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The writers and the guitarist and the painters. 

Do they look at you like you are the magic you are? 
Do they tell you, no, you're not 
Who you think you are. 

There are so many shades under your skin 

Let me peel off your inhibitions, and I'll show you. 

5. Royina, their letters never reach you. 

And they wonder why, homes are still called 
Addresses. 



Nilesh Mondal: He is currently pursuing an undergraduate 
degree in Power Engineering. When he's not overwhelmed by 
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the intricacies of engineering, he lets himself sink in a 
quagmire of unfinished stories and unwritten poetry. 

You can look him up on Facebook, or follow him on Instagram 
@hungover.hamlet, where he makes a fool of himself often. 
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THE OTHER VOICE 

The pleasure of being a woman, 

The opposite sex, is immense. 

Opposite 

by Nature, in dreams, ambitions, 

obsessions, recreation, 

purging the creation, performing roles. 

Opposite, perfect and different, 

having beauty 

of face and the soul as well, 

the better part of man and 

the mirror or God, 

teaching affability to 

the opposite, perhaps the guileless, 

heartless one. 
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Woman smiles 


sucking the venom of life 
opposite to the sweetness 
set in two sides of the coin. 


(Originally published as The Opposite Sex by The Last 
Goodbye, Maryland, USA) 



Nandini Sahu: She is an Associate Professor of English in 
IGNOU, New Delhi, India. She is a poet, creative writer and 
literary critic; is the author/editor of eleven books, and has 
several research papers published in India, U.S.A., U.K. and 
Pakistan. Her areas of research interest cover New 
Literatures, Critical Theory, Folklore and Culture Studies, 
Children's Literature, American Literature and ELT. She is the 
Chief Editor of two bi-annual refereed journals, 
Interdisciplinary Journal of Literature and Language(IJLL) and 
Panorama Literaria(PL). 


www.kavinandini.blogspot.in 
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ENDANGERED SPECIES - THE WOMAN 

Where have all the women gone 
long time passing? 

Where have all the girls gone? 
long time ago? 

Though frail in body, mind was brave, 
But all have gone to an early grave. 
Some from the mothers that bore 
denied even the right to grow! 

Others had no chance to slip 
from the rapists 7 evil grip. 

Many as brides were burnt to embers 
by their marital homes 7 members. 
Some from fatal acid wounds 
gone to dark and dreary tombs. 
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Many from domestic violence mean 
never again in this world were seen. 
When will Society find a way 
this evil human beast to slay? 

When will the poisoned mind desist? 
Only when women cease to exist? 



Minnie Tensingh: I think I have been writing from the age of 
10, contributing to the school and college magazines. Several 
prizes for creative writing and poetry competitions have 
encouraged me to keep at it. Reading is my passion and often 
distracts me from writing. 

Currently I am on the verge of bringing out a story book 
targeting children in their pre and early teens to encourage 
reading among children. 
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MESMERIZING FIREFLY 

The inky darkness of my cosmos 
flares up whenever you flit in 
my mesmerizing firefly. 

But you shut off- 

as I struggle to decode mundane 

barriers, intertwined with celestial sorties. 



PERCEPTIVE GLARES 

At best, I'm a mere shadow 
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in your life. 

At worst, you're a wisp and a whiff 
in my mind. 



Late Mushtaque Ali Khan Babi AKA Max Babi: Max was a 

multilingual writer, poet who liked a wide variety of formats 
- whose life was full of oxymoronic shades, a polymath who 
went from being a specialist to a generalist to a versatilist. 
Mentoring by being a catalyst enthralled him, he wrote on 
serendipity and intuition, conducted workshops on a range of 
subjects and topics. He was a very friendly Santa Claus. 
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THE TRICOLOURED RAINBOW 

Even the rainbow was tricoloured 

As the splash of songs drenched the heart 

To beat in the rhythm of the echoing steps 

All there is a known history 

Playing in unknown reels 

Of thoughts uncut 

It came from the shattered shelf 

Of authored books 

Not written, yet could be read 

In their slogans and anthems 

Each word worth a thousand lines 

The bounteous book bonded with blood 

Shed in the name of freedom 
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Krishnaveer Abhishek Challa: I am currently working as 
Assistant Professor at Gayatri Vidya Parishad and as Visiting 
Faculty at Andhra University College of Engineering and 
A.G.L. Degree & PG College, India. I am also the Director of 
Linguistics Research Society and CEO of Tao Educare. I have 
completed Masters in English, Linguistics, Mass 
Communication & Computer Science. I have authored a 
Poetry Anthology titled - 'The Hidden Colours of Rainbow'. I 
have published my articles in reputed Journals and Edited 
Books. 
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(To be taken with the pic attached\ every morning on an 
empty stomach.) 

A POINT OF VIEW 

Let's be different today 
Evolve every day 
Because we change 
We don't want to age 
Because we're not in a cage 
We don't walk the same way 
Because we're away 
Away from yesterday's page 
We've a new point of view 
New ideas of many a hue 
To turn the world 
Upside down 
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JAMES BOND - THE FINAL PART 

In the under-production movie Skyfall, James Bond gets foxed 
by an Indian techie stunner in a San Jose casino. 

"The name is Bond, James Bond," he says, drawing her close 
in a seductive west coast swing with a ravishing rose held 
across his lips (a trick he learned from his Spanish accomplice 
Joan Pujol 'Garbo' Garcia). 

"My good name is Anand, Vijayalakshmi Anand, Annapoorna 
Vijayalakshmi Anand, Mallikarjuna Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi 
Anand, Suryachandra Mallikarjuna Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi 
Anand, Challa Suryachandra Mallikarjuna Annapoorna 
Vijayalakshmi Anand, Nallaguntla Challa Suryachandra 
Mallikarjuna Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi Anand, Gundupeta 
Nallaguntla Challa Suryachandra Mallikarjuna Annapoorna 
Vijayalakshmi Anand, Tallivari Gundupeta Nallaguntla Challa 
Suryachandra Mallikarjuna Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi Anand, 
Srinivasa Tallivari Gundupeta Nallaguntla Challa Suryachandra 
Mallikarjuna Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi Anand, 
Ramananandana Srinivasa Tallivari Gundupeta Nallaguntla 
Challa Suryachandra Mallikarjuna Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi 
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Anand, Vekatasubramania Ramananandana Srinivasa Tallivari 
Gundupeta Nallaguntla Challa Suryachandra Mallikarjuna 
Annapoorna Vijayalakshmi Anand. 

Improved beyond repair by this soul stirring encounter, 
James Bond gives up his job as a super-spy seducer and, 
inspired by the example of his friend and Israeli super-spy 
Zohan, becomes a hair-dresser in Glencoe, Scotland. He gives 
his first haircut to his mother Monique Delacroix Bond, who 
is happy that her wayward son is back in his village, settled 
well in an honorable profession and ready for an arranged 
marriage with a god-fearing girl from a good family chosen by 
his father Andrew Bond. 



Kerala Varma: He hails from Chirakkal (Kannur), Kerala, is a 
former Deputy General Manager of State Bank of India and 
lives in Chennai with his wife Chitra. He is an amateur writer, 
who believes in "simple living, simple thinking", welcoming 
enrichers of life like love, humour, long walk, the river, sea, 
mountain, books, music and Internet and avoiding 
complicaters of life like greed, anger, ambition, 
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sentimentalism, sexism, god, rituals, religion 
superstitions. 


and 
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ALLURING ARCHWAY 

What treasured secrets lie 
In caverns so deep? 

Radiant as the wings of Horus, 
Gentle streaks of hue ablaze, 

Painted on unblemished sheath - 
A crown of five spanning around 
The entrance - a decorated dome 
Of three angles gently a-curling; 

A pearl of ivory sits at its heart, 

As a jewel, so magnificent, so proud. 
A carpet of violet, 

Made for kings to walk on— 

And thus I enter into bliss, 

As nature would will me to go on. 
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Keerthi: A general proficiency holder at school, she decided 
to quit the cliched formal education after middle school. 
Since then she has been honing her skills and abilities by 
herself. Baking, quilling, sketching, horse riding, learnt 
swimming for surfing and now pursues both with great 
passion. An accomplished baker, she has a few items that just 
hook the taster to her persona. She has written poems when 
the mood strikes her. And, generally the lines are powerfully 
packed in coherence. A self-made person, she is qualified in 
western classical music - theory, vocal and piano, with the 
good fortune to be tutored by the inimitable and eminent 
Augustin Paul. 
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YOU ARE ADDICTED 

You reach out to people in anger 
But they don't let you touch 
Contact with you is dangerous. 

You babble; you waffle for help 
But they don't hear anything. 

You are afraid of falling again 

You pause on the brink 

You dance to a rhythm, lacking harmony. 

You know what you desire 

You think it's so near 

But you can't have it. 

You know money's the problem 
You know you can't steal it 
Have it; spend it; 
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Trash it; earn it. 


Because you are addicted, 

Because you aren't yet de-addicted, 

Because they lost hope, now you can't be treated. 

So, you teeter on the edge 

Stumble on the ledge 

Careen on the slender scarcement 

Hold on to your perch 

Scared you will lose hold 

And come crashing down the embankment. 

They are waiting for you to fall 

They enjoy seeing people plunge 

And crumble into blood and broken bones. 

Because you know you are addicted 

Because you are delimited 

Because, too late, you cannot be adjusted. 


133 


There are no heights you haven't scaled 

No depths you haven't dived 

You step into home and say "Sorry Mom, Dad," 

They know there will be no return 

There can't be any compromise. 

You wish you had better parents 
You wish you lived in another age 
On a mount called Cumbala Hill 
On a street named Nepean Sea Road 
In a city risen from the sea of Arabia 
Smelling of dried fish and sea weed. 

Because you know you are addicted 
Because of what uncles and aunts predicted 
Because of the way you conducted. 

You are alone, always lonely 
You stare into space, silent 
Every time you sit down 
You gravitate to that familiar space 
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That hides a leashed beast inside 


Nerves tingling, hands shaking. 

Withdrawal visits in a moment too soon 

You curl like a fetus 

You roar like an animal 

You scream and moan like a canine. 


Because you are addicted 

As they had predicted 

Once they have stealthily detected 

Your mock cremation has been conducted. 



John P. Matthew: Writer, poet, singer-songwriter, and 
blogger John P Matthew was born in the state of Kerala, 
India. His first success as a writer was Penguin's world-wide 
short story contest "India Smiles" in which his short story 
"Flirting in Short Messages" was selected for publication in an 
anthology. 
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His poem "Call of the Cuckoo" has been published by Poetry 
Rivals. He is working on his first novel and writing a book- 
length travelogue about his native state of Kerala. 
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A MOTHER AGAIN! 

Barren and empty lay the nest! 

My birdlings had all flown away! 

One by one, and all of them; 

They'd grown their wings, earned their food; 
Never will it be the same again! 

The tweets, the twitters, the chirps, the chirrups, 
Had all ceased, only a heavy groan remained; 

The groan of emptiness, the pain of loneliness; 
What's left more for me? live for myself? 

Never have I done that, and never known how to! 

The play will go on, only, without my part; 
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There will be entries and exits; but my cue is to quit, 

But hark, I hear a gentle whisper! 

Have my birds come back to my arms? 
to cheer me with their enchanting songs? 

Ah! it's a tender pink rose bud 

Falling gently on my lap, like a soft pristine snow flake, 

So small, so pure, and so light as a feather! 

It spoke to me in a voice divine: 'Grandma will you be mine' 

As my heart began to beat again; my nest filled with life 
again! 

With tweets and twitters, chirps and chirrups! 

As the angel held my finger in a tight clasp, 

I rubbed its tender nose with mine, 

And became a mother all over again! 



Gulnar Raheem Khan: She is a post graduate in English, 
former officer of the Indian Bank, mother of two, and now, 
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grandmother of three. She was the student editor of her 
college magazine. She has contributed to the Letters column 
of the Hindu, and the Arab News, and has written poems and 
articles for her Bank house journal. She cherishes her letter to 
the Arab News which won her the first prize in Topic of the 
Week contest, gul.fazl@gmail.com 

Phone: 9283130824 
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FOREVER MY LOVE 

Life has been some milestones 
A wayside bar 
Of discreet legal permits 
So out of the way 
In one long, dreary dark night 
That flies by 
In fearsome silhouettes 
Of shady pasts. 

Drawing shades 
Over my present 
Lest it shows - 
This ugly mark 
Of chronic hurt 
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On a psyche 
That once knew love. 

Now centuries old 
My love 

And written on parched yellow paper 
That I store so preciously 
In a steel trunk 

With silk that break to the touch. 

My gnarled hands 
I note 

Are still pretty 

As is the shape of my nose. 

This swirling mist will soon clear 
And you will know 
That even after all these years 
I still stand by the doorway 
Looking inward 
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At the exquisite designs 
You once wove 
In lighter and darker shades 
Over the transparency of my soul. 



Glory Sasikala: She is a poet and writer residing currently in 
Chennai. She works as Quality Analyst for language. Not an 
Earthling by any stretch of the imagination, where breathing, 
writing, living and loving lose their personal identity and 
present as one, she comes from that world...sometimes 
letting her pen lead her, sometimes leading her pen...It's a 
Pied Piper's tune all the way! 
http://glospoems.blogspot.in/ 
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TO THE SEA 





I must go down 
To the sea again 
Where gulls ride 
On easy wing 
Catching the thermals 
Where the melancholy sea 
Beats against the jetty 
Where sands stride 
To infinity 

And where my heart 
Beats 

To catch the splendor 
And beauty 
Of the sun 


143 








Rising in a clear, blue 
Sky 

On such a morning as this 
All troubles are forgotten 
And my thoughts are frozen 
In time- 
Lessness 

Careless along the beach 
While the temperatures 
Soar 
Burning 



Geoffrey Jackson: He has been an intrepid TESOL instructor 
at 5 universities and 4 colleges, blown off course from 
England to Holland, Finland, Hungary, Oman, Saudi Arabia 
and, in the Roaring Forties, to Denmark. A self-described 
European cosmotrollop and Americanophile with New World 
dreams, Geoff is the Poetry Editor for Fullosia Press. 
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So many summers! 

So many songs! 

In scorching heat 
On mango trees 
Lazy afternoons 

We grind the fresh green henna leaves 

I hear the pounding 

Smells of chilli powder and pickles 

And hot sun 

All quiet 

A mango falls 

Fresh sweet juicy mango 

I crush those dry brown leaves 

Not a single leaf moves 

Not a sound 
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On top, a few wings flutter 

They peck on those half-eaten left-overs 

A flash of a tail 

It runs down 

Endless afternoons 
Never-ending summer 

Then one day 
They gang up 

Those dark grey rolling sacks and bundles 
A gusty wind blows 
The tree tops shake 
More mangoes fall, 

The very last of them 

All those dryness scatter and fly aimless 

They are coming 
This is the beginning 
The dust rises and scatter 
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More leaves fly 

Then the smell of dampness 

The earth smell, and gentle rain 


How much I have longed for this! 
So many so many summers! 



Geeta Varma: She has been a teacher for thirty years and a 
Freelance journalist. She is now an Educational Consultant 
and writes for Deccan Herald. She enjoys working with 
children and has conducted many creative workshops. Her 
interests include music, reading, writing (poems and stories 
for children) and travelling. She is married to Shreekumar 
Varma (Writer and Novelist) and has two sons, Vinayak and 
Karthik and a daughter-in-law daughter Yamini. She lives in 
Neelankarai, Chennai. 
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CHOCOLATE 

silken mist of swirling browns 
merge gently 

into a frenzy of frothing chiffon 

golden layers of creamy velvet 

folded in 

soft and smooth 

along with 

translucent crystals 

of sweet brilliance 

pret a porter line of glittering creations 
dance a catwalk on palates 
in sinful temptation 
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ITINERANT VENDOR 

A singsong litany announces 
the arrival of the mobile seller 
as he hawks his wares cart piled high 
random heaps of pots, pans, plastic baubles 
in rainbow colours, kitchen accessories, 
shiny steel utensils sit cheek by jowl 
Through rural paths baked hard or 
moist slushy, pockmarked with puddles 
he traverses, brings slices 
from town markets to entice 
village folk, in his never ending 
quest to eke out a livelihood 
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Fehmida Zakeer: She has been published in journals and 
anthologies such as Out of Print Magazine, Asian Cha, Rose 
and Thorn Journal, The Bangalore Review, The Four Quarters 
Magazine, Quarterly Literary Review Singapore, Everyday 
Fiction, Kritya, Pangea: An Anthology of Stories from Around 
the World, Ripples: Short Stories by Indian Women Writers, 
and elsewhere. She is based in Chennai. 
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SPECIAL 

He remained like a little boy, forever. 

Looking out of the window. 

Wondering why the sky had so many shades of colour, 
Why did the air blow and why did it rain, 

Why did the sun rise and then set, 

This and that, many a thing, he wondered. 

He remained like a little by, happy forever, 

Making merry at everything, playing at all time. 

He never knew why his parents cried, silently, 

Knowing that their son would never grow. 

He never knew why people whispered about him, 
Wondering why the kid never grew up. 
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He knew no hatred, no jealousy that sets human apart. 

He smiled at everybody, reached for hands of anyone, 

Went along with everyone, loved anything anyone gave. 

He loved to go to anywhere, every place was good for him. 

Wondering always about this and that, and everything 
around him. 

He didn't understand anything when his parents died, 

Just wondered why they were sleeping while everyone cried. 

He called them, "Mama, Papa/' many times but no one 
moved. 

Till someone took him away and tried to make him cry. 

He knew no grief, no reason to cry. 

He was God's special child, special in every way. 

Living in his own world, own world of joy, 

Own world full of amazement, own world of merriment. 

As bright and gay like a little boy, 

He remained, always and forever after. 
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Dipankar Sarkar: He is on a continuous journey to discover 
himself and the mystery called life. He remains an eternal 
optimist with a never-ending zeal, in spite of the many 
battles that he has lost and few that he has won. 
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DARK CLOUDS 

Outside, dark clouds gather. 
They sat in a corner, oblivious, 

In silence startled now and then 
By claps of thunder. 

They had given up 
Pretending to eat. 

At long last, he muttered, 

"It's complicated / 7 

Studying the water drops 
On their window pane. 
Elsewhere, a few other drops 
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Ran down a different corner. 


One hopeless moment later. 
She laughed - "That's so lame!" 
And wheeled herself 
Out into the rain. 



Deepa Duraiswamy: Deepa is chronically afflicted by what 
she terms the 'something else syndrome' - the condition of 
always wanting to be doing something else. So it's fortunate 
her interests span from languages to lampshades, from 
history to hyper-accelerating galaxies. She is an engineer and 
MBA, attempting to work towards a PhD in Saiva Agamas 
when not running behind her toddler. 
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SPRING SONG 

The evening spring time sang deeply 

You did not hear its song 

or feel it stir your soul 

Past an open window a violin concerto 

Praised the spring rain 

Your thoughts were far away 

A wave of stars lit the evening skies 

And reached out to you to feel the light 

Your yearning blinded your sight 

Numbed your feelings 

Nature's charms exhausted its self 

No love is immortal enough 

You cannot hide your fate 
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She has forsaken you 
Throw emptiness out of your arms 
Isn't it time you freed yourselves 
from loving 

Should not this suffering finally 
be put to rest 

any man whose lover is gone 
eloped with her fantasy 
must listen to the broken message 
that creates its self from the silence 

like the bird in intimate flight 

feels the current of air 

give rebirth to life 

drown not your solitary heart 

in the carnage of sorrow 

feel the song of Spring 

fill the space of broken dreams. 
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Gonapragasen Naicker Aka Danny: He is an Indian born, and 
brought up in South Africa. He has been fascinated by, and 
writing poetry since his early boyhood. He has performed his 
poetry at various forums, including the Poetry Africa Festival, 
the Mauritian Writers' Association, and Glorioustimes, India. 
He is the Convenor of the Live Poets Society, Durban, South 
Africa. 
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THIS MOMENT 

I wake up next to you. 

And admire your sleeping form, 
Must we get up soon, 

To fight day's empty battles? 

I kiss this moment. 



A WOMAN 

Grey-green beads of sorrowful mystery, 
Attracting my devotion as I drink 
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Bad tea. The pages of your history 
Unfurl a little, and I start to think. 

Should I introduce myself? Take a chance? 

Your sad eyes beckoning, might there be rocks 
Under your rocks to shipwreck me? I dance 
In indecisiveness, bewaring shocks. 

Why are you in this cafe by yourself? 

Have you been hurt by someone? Has some news 
Been to etch anguish on your youthful health? 
Beautiful woman, please give me some clues. 

You leave, my question clouding in the air 
Without answer, still trailing your despair. 



Christopher Villiers: I am freelance writer in the United 
Kingdom, with a Master's degree in Theology, who writes 
about God, Love and the Universe, big things in little poems! 
You can see more of my poetry on my Facebook page. 
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THEY SIMPLY FLY 

This mock drill goes on 

morning evening 

dramatic stares 

designed marches 

the toe almost meets the nose. 

Both sides dressed up for this drama 

a performance 

seen on both sides, 

cheered and greeted 

whistles and claps as flags are folded 

gates closed 

slogans shouted 
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stand where you are 

you cannot and will not trespass 

lift your head 

forget the gravity see the sky 

a pair of doves un-mindful of the show below 

flap their wings come from Pakistan 

fly over Wagah into Amritsar 

without a sound 

that is freedom 

hence we talk don't walk the talk 
they simply fly. 



N.Chandramohan Naidu: Am a retired bank employee, now a 
freelance writer and photographer based in Chennai, part of 
the poetry circle which meets first Wednesday of every 
month. I am writing poems to be subsequently brought out 
into a collection. 
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(pic by Borna Ghosh) 
WHEN MA WASHED ME AT THE WELL 

Clank, whoosh, whirr 
Splash!!! 

Down went the iron pail 

Past the moss covered innards 

As the earth napped 

Open mouthed in the sultry afternoon. 

What did he see? What mysteries 
What ancient treasures did he spot, 

In the hollows of the brickwork 
Before he touched the cool black water? 
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Splash!!! 


He tilted his head 
Ever so slightly, 

Let loose for a moment by his puppet-master. 
And in that moment, he drank in all he can. 
That sweet black mysterious water 
And let out a satisfied gurgle. 

Now somnolent and heavy 
He reluctantly left the cave, 

His destiny tied by a rope. 

He shed a tear or two 
In the memory the treasures 
He so painstakingly carried. 

Wasted by an angry mother 

Washing the dirt and sweat of a full day's play, 

On the fighting child 

Who knows something about magic. 
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Borna Ghosh: I am nobody, as Emily Dickinson would say. 
Every morning I wake up and start my work of erasing myself. 
Every night I go to bed having failed in that effort. Narcissism, 
Maya? Who knows what is it that keeps me chained within 
myself. 
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ON KEEPING A POET AS LOVER 

Brief lover, 

In me, he stays like a tenant. 

Paying the rent in poetry. 

Each phrase has a price. 

From his unkissed mouth, 

Rhyming silver coins fall. 

I gather them for my piggy bank- 
He is the preciousness 
I drop into the swine's rotund belly 

I have kept his brain 

A refundable 'caution' deposit 

Let me lovingly dissolve it inside my skull, 
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My dappled acid bowl 

That does not mean I possess him 

Be assured, 

I shall return the leftover mash. 

When he vacates the premises- 
After compensating for the damage 
His stay has caused: 

Wear and tear, gaps, leaks, cracks, wrecks. 

There are innocuous escapades 
Chastely, we do poetry together 
Castrated hounds hunting for meaty words 
We dig our canines into screeching flesh. 

From a garrulous jungle, we ensnare images- 

And bark and howl and whine verses at the blood moon 

Such an arrangement works fine 
Though the husband frowns 
At my seeming tolerance 
To yet another boy's puppy love 
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He warns me (that too in alliteration): 
"Manipulative men might misinterpret 
Your naive affection." 



Bini B.S: She is currently a Post-Doctoral Fellow at Balvant 
Parekh Centre for General Semantics and Other Human 
Sciences; Baroda. She is one of the editors of Anekaant: A 
Journal of Polysemic Thought and the Managing Editor of The 
Journal of Contemporary Thought. Her poems appeared in a 
collection of 'corporeal poetry' titled, A Strange Place Other 
than Earlobes: Five Poets Seventy Poems, published by 
Sampark, Calcutta. 
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THE DISTANCE 

The distance between her lustrous lips and my venomous 
tongue 

Is the distance between a temple and a battlefield. 

The space between my shameless palms and her milky white 
bosom 

Is the space between the ocean bed and the mountain peak. 

The alley between her placid ears and my rowdy prayers 
Is the alley between a cannibal and nirvana. 

The warmth between her body and my soul 
Is the warmth between a monk and a rapist. 

The union between my gorgeous and me 
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Is the union between a desert and rain. 


The relation between me and her 

Is the relation between two ends of a magnet. 



Barun Bajracharya: He is the author of a short story book 
Sins of Love and contributing author of short story 
anthologies: You, Me and Zindagi 2, The Zest of Inklings, Once 
upon a Time, Blank Space and Rudraksha. Barun is a 
Communications Officer at an INGO and an Editor at PEN 
Point (literary journal). Furthermore, he is the youngest 
member of PEN International Nepal Chapter and Traditional 
Poetry Writers Association of the World. In October, 2013 he 
travelled to S. Korea to represent Nepal in the general 
conference of Traditional Poetry Writers Association of the 
World, attended by 9 countries, where he earned 
appreciation for his poems. He can be contacted at 
barunbajracharya@gmail.com. House No. 325/99, Bagmati 
Margh, Kuleshwor-14, Kathmandu, Nepal 

Mobile No. - 977-9803169447. Home No. - 977-1-4280698 
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Familiar, yet so distant 
it had grown over years 
owing to time and distance, 
of the innumerable crevices 
and blemished patches, i had 
looked in awe, on its first 
encounter, grew into strange 
inexplicable fear, unnerved by its 
presence, every day by my side. 

Time and tide 
changed perspectives, 
cognizance of blotches, 
above the layers behind a 
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tale of tragedy, surfaced enough courage 
to trace its physical contours 
and dissolve in memory 
from its exotic status to 
an ordinary experience. 

Tracing the bearer of 

those exquisite scars after 

years of dissolved memory, 

the referral mind deludes to 

pick the exoticism associated 

despite the congenial company enjoyed 

in one's presence; thus 

making the heart a guilty culprit 

for the mind's judgement. 
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Ayshwaria Sekher/lcecamp: An International Relations 
graduate, but a reluctant practitioner. Searching about the 
self through practices that seem conducive to the naked eye 
but weathers the spirit. Believes in the conditional - 
unconditional love of a dog and no other's. Extends reality 
from books and tries to achieve vice versa. Shuns from the' - 
isms' but cannot escape the brackets cast. A bundle of 
contradictions in short! 
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BLACK 

Gentle strokes of my little brown brush, 
Paint the world which adds me to its density. 
The sun, known to me, only by the 
Little warmth it sheds off its opulence, 
Rising through hills, filling the Dome 
with a brimful of brightness that 
opens all eyes to a sensation of existence. 
Fills in the circle on my canvas. 

My little village is complete, 

So I am told by my mother, 

Who always keeps one eye on me. 
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"Your village is beautiful", she says, 

The rivers dazzling with red, not from battle. 

The skies, a radiant yellow, the sun, a majestic black. 
"Its beautiful", she adds, as a tear drop 
dilutes the darkness of my sun. 

I quite like black, in all its darkness. 

Though Ma objects, quoting some scripture, 
where black is the harbinger of evil. 

But Black, my space, my void. 

Where I am the center of the universe. 

Where I live in infinity unrestrained, 

Proud of my blindness, that blinds me 
To the curse called humanity. 


175 



Avishek Ramaswamy Aiyar: I was born and brought up in 
pristine Calcutta and lived the first 18 years of my life there 
before moving to Chennai for my undergraduate education. I 
eventually moved to the US, where I completed my doctoral 
studies in Chemical Engineering. I currently work as a 
scientist at IBM in New York. 
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THE MIRROR AND THE MIND 


So unvoiced, yet so voluble, 

So innate, yet so inexplicable. 

So minute, yet so full of meaning, 

So beautiful, yet so bewitching. 

Yes! the Eyes are they. They are your epitome. 
You may wrap up your soul, 

And tell some which is not at all. 

You may frame falsified projection, 

Nay, the shrug with eyes has no association. 
Yes! the Eyes are they. They are your essence. 



Avik Kumar Maiti: ( email - itzakm@gmail.com) He is a poet 
and writer from Midnapore. He is a permanent ESL teacher at 
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Belda Gangadhar Academy, West Bengal. He likes to travel, 
explore the locale with cultures, to drink life to the lees', 
passion in humanity and drenched in literature. He believes 
that God is there and one day everything will be fine again. 
He believes in the flame eternal that is within us, which may 
cause a miracle with just a sympathetic touch 
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TIME 

Loving at times 
Loathing at times 
Moody at times 
Merry at times 
Emotive at times 
Delightful at times 
Time moves on, timely 
Lest, the entire world 
Would crumble, untimely. 

Certain, from earth to ether 
Everything would wither, 

Down the seas and across rivers, 
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Down the valleys and hillocks 
Everything and every creature 
Wish, time moves without any fissure; 
Time' if stops, world cannot remain 
Like the one it was earlier; again. 

Every living creature aspires to see, 
The sun and moon again and again. 


Yes, loving at times, hating at times 
Time should move in its usual rhyme. 



Ashokchakravarthy Tholana: Hailing from Hyderabad City, 
India, Dr. T. Ashok Chakravarthy, Litt.D, is a Poet & Review 
Writer. He composed over 2000 poems, of which no less 
than 1200 poems appeared nearly 90 countries in various 
literary magazines, journals, web-zines, anthologies etc. He is 
a recipient of several awards and commendations and his 
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poetry is translated in nearly 10 foreign languages. The poet 
is presently employed with a Government-Partnered - The 
Telangana State Co-op Bank Ltd., (TSCAB) Hyderabad, 
Telangana State, India. 


181 



NO OASIS FOR THE LOVELORN 

and then, on one strange melancholy morning 

the trembling river you'd sit beside 

soaking your love-crushed feet in, 

will run dry of longing 

and turn into a helpless infant puddle 

that even the desperate monsoon rain 

howling like a drunken demented mother 

can't kiss back to life. 

that morning, where will your heart of rust, 
your parched loveless hut, blackened with 
years of cow-dung dust, that picture 
of an ugly woman, painted by someone 
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you can barely remember, hanging limp from 
the deadened walls and the empty earthenware 
pots once filled with blood-thick water, from 
the ancient river, that is no more 
hide and weep behind? 

and on that naked night, shall you not prostrate yourself 

before the ogling moon and pray for your silver 

hair to grow long again, turn into liquid desire 

and drown you in the waters you were exiled from? 

or shall they remain the vicious snakes they always are 

strangling your barren and withered heart 

(that they say in stories older than myth, 

was once a river, overflowing even in the summer) 

strangling, until the day even the depraved sky becomes a 

brazen mirror, and cracks apart at your despair? 
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Archita Mittra: She is a freelance writer, artist and designer 
based in Calcutta, India. A first year student of English at 
Jadavpur University, she is also pursuing a diploma in 
Multimedia and Animation from St.Xavier's College. Her 
poetry has appeared in numerous publications and 
anthologies including Quail Bell Magazine, eFiction India, Life 
In 10 Minutes, among others. 
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MARRIAGE 

We looked at the stars, 

Every night before we spread, 

Our printed coir mats, 
under the fan 
We gasped together, 

At the AC bills as we spread, 
ourselves on the Royal Divan 
We have all this while, 

Shared school and medical reports 
Holidays, Long workdays, 

Two cars one minivan 
Pain, Laughter, Tears, 

Smiles, Hopes, Fears, 
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Being around for each other 
As only we can 



Anurag Mathur: He is a trained bean counter, works for a 
financial services group and has spent almost 2 decades 
serving that industry. Whatever little time that has been 
spared from work or sleep or reflective meditation has - with 
quite a few well-meaning prods and nudges from friends - 
been devoted to occasionally tapping to the Muse's dictats 
from time to time. 
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DESCENDING OF DAWN 

Hopping of birds on roof-tops 
Wavering fronds shedding dew drops 
Beating of hooves in cow-sheds 
Perching of egrets on the buffaloes' heads 

Opening of petals welcoming the Sun 
Whistling of breeze at the break of dawn 
Mellifluous flow of the serpentine streams 
Young girls waking up shedding dreams 

Valleys and plains echoing cowherd's song 
Flowers releasing fragrance sweet and strong 
Grove at a distance stands high like a curtain 
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Birds making somersaults over murky terrain 


Gathering of women around village wells 
Restless hooves accompany clanking of bells 
The stoic presence of an undulating hill 
The aged banyan sitting strong and still 


The sounds of bells atop church's tower 
Dancing of butterflies on nodding bower 
The nature has already set a grand stage 
For the dawn to descend upon my village 

II 

Anil Kumar Panda: My name is Anil Kumar Panda. Tiku is my 
pen name. I was born in a small town, Brajrajnagar, in the 
state of Odisha, in India. I am currently residing here. I work 
as a mine surveyor in coal mines. I write short stories and 
poems whenever I get time. 
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I often accompanied my grandfather when he used to go to 
our village to supervise cultivation work during my school 
holidays. During our stay there, I used to loiter around the 
village and enjoy nature and started writing on nature since 
then. 
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DANCING DANDELIONS 

Dancing dandelions 
Blowing in the breeze 
So fragile, so beautiful 
Each carefully designed 

From the sea of 
Dancing dandelions 
I reach out 

Plucking you carefully 
Blowing lightly 
Like a soft peck on a cheek 
You transpose into a sea 
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Soaring higher and higher. 

Dancing Dandelions 
Dazzling the atmosphere 
So simple an act 
So pleasurable a notion. 

A beautiful sight 

Seeds are sown 
Blowing in the breeze 
Life renews. 

Like distant soft feathers 
Floating in the air 
Dancing Dandelions 
Flying higher and higher. 
Reaching different realms. 

Dancing dandelions 
Blowing in the breeze. 
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Angela Chetty: She is a seasoned HR practitioner and an avid 
poet who lives in Durban, South Africa. Angela imbibes her 
work with a deep passion and belief that words can touch 
hearts and change lives. 

The depths of her soulful prose, cuts across different genres, 
talking to matters of the heart. Poetry is music for my soul; 
like oxygen, the breath of my life. 

In 2013, an Anthology of Poetry entitled, Heartfelt moments - 
A Treasure Trove was published. 

www.heartfeltmomentspoetry.com 
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(pic by Amitabh Mitra) 

CHANDNI CHOWK RAIN 

Remember that rain from a lawless sky when rivers broke 
unevenness of many warnings. The Chandni was draped in a 
sinewy blue grey platform on which we stood and saw the 
rain running beneath us. We believed then, we still ruled. 
Between us remained only a tiny sliver of your Baluch 
inheritance, sand that refused to grow in time. I remember 
touching a rivulet cupping it in my hand as it flowed down 
your hair. Look there, those people, you said, they are going 
back home again. Home is the nowhereland within each of 
us. The rain here lives within barricades and lightening 
resembles gunshots in hills. The Chandni with its shutters 
down was just another land where people once again forgot 
to live. Hunched in a living memory of the long walk, it 
shivers sometimes in its mortal thoughts. Lets now have chai 
rain today; you smiled, after all not many can mix so 
smoothly the tea with rain. Looking; a one eyed pirate in a 


193 


pelting rain, sipping tea from a cracked saucer, the rain on my 
retina suddenly clicked a picture of you on an unveiled 
moment. 



Amitabh Mitra: He is a Poet/Artist and a Medical Doctor at 
East London, East Cape, South Africa. He lives in many worlds 
and narrates his life in hallucinatory stopovers. Words and 
images tend to amalgamate in many such strange journeys. 
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WEAVE ME A DREAM 

Lock up in your looms, 

The flowers and the blooms 
In colours from the rainbow. 

Or match the shades of purple blue and green 
To those on a peacock's feather -- 
Sheen for glorious sheen. 

Add a dash of gold, 

Splatter spangles of stars, 

Make them subtle or make them bold 

Through the threads weave in my dreams in yellows. 

Greens or simply reds. 

In each weft string in a prayer 
And in each warp - a wish for me. 
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Pray that I will love without conditions. 

And I will be fair in all my decisions. 

Wish me luck, wish me joy 

Wish me power and wish me peace. 

Lock all of it in your looms 
Along with those flowers and those blooms, 
For me to wear on my wedding day 
And, 0 weaver, don't forget to pray. 



Ameeta Agnihotri: First of all, I love to write. Then I love to 
travel, and write about my travels, including about the food I 
eat on my blog. Being a Food Critic, I have four food books to 
my name: The Times Food and Nightlife Guide. My restaurant 
reviews come out every Friday in the Chennai Times. Yes, 
life's good. My book is done. It was done five years ago. Am 
still trying to muster the courage to edit it. 

Work: http://timescity.com/chennai 
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Blogs: http://silentsensation.blogspot.conn/ 
http://fascinatingtastes.blogspot.in/ 
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